The Time Wars 



For the victorious Allies of World War II, the spoils of war offer wondrous gifts from a human 
fronted Alien Collective shrouded with mystery. Glorious gifts are offered to the winners. 
Immortality and time travel to name but a few. The world now belongs to the winners. But what's 
the catch? Welcome to the Time Wars. 
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The Offering 



In a shabby hotel by the side of a road where buildings were crumbling they met the Alien in charge 
of the negotiations. 

A sign pointed the way to the capital of Paris, France. 

Post war Europe was rebuilding and some of the Nazi signs were being removed from the roadside. 

The Alien looked completely human similar to a travelling salesman. He had provided 
demonstrations of his alien employers technological know-how to the victorious military and 
political leaders. 

All the allied countries were represented by the nameless participants who represented their leaders. 
One by one they signed on behalf of their respective country. 

"We will install the first shipment of machines as agreed once the offering is made," said the Alien 
man who was dressed in a trench-coat. 

"How many are required in the first offering?" asked the French man. 

"Four thousand bodies are required initially to show your good will," said the Alien. "Create the 
environment. After that we will look for more manageable numbers. Later maybe a full manifest 
from one or two of your commercial ships or airliners. But on occasion we will need many more 
bodies for non-contracted requests or for my employers' special occasions. We will let you know in 
the usual way." 

They signed but the alien stood in front of them to make an important point. 

"I must reiterate that the penalty for not adhering to the deal is death. Is this understood? It does 
not matter your position or rank. Am I clear?" asked the alien man in the trench coat. 

They human representatives all nodded. 

"Enjoy immortality ladies and gentlemen, and may your time travelling be fruitful. The Earth is all 
yours now. I look forward to your adventures," said the smiling alien who clicked his heels together 
in a Nazi fashion giving the impression he may have dealt with the SS in past times but did not do 
the salute. He left with the signed papers and was gone. 



Lavoisier 



Retired French General Benoit Yves Lavoisier sat in his restored French Chateaux and looked 
through his medical report that he had terminal cancer. 

His seventy year old wife sat opposite him and poured through fashion magazines looking at the 
young women on the cat walk. 

"I'm not sure I want to be immortal," said Lavoisier. 

"You're a fool, you're just old and tired. When we have our new bodies you won't feel this way." 

Lavoisier looked in the mirror. "And how much blood will we have to spill to keep this deal 
intact?" 

"What do you care?" said Estelle. "People die all the time. This world is ours now." She looked at 
one of the fashion models. "I want to look like her." 

"Looks are just symmetry," he said thoughtfully. "We should have never made the deal. It was a 
mistake," commented Lavoisier. 

"It's too late now. We're all in this. None of us can back out, that's the deal," said Estelle. 



Lavoisier's New Body 



Lavoisier sat on the silk bed with his naked wife in his penthouse suite in the middle of Paris. 

They were both in their early twenties now and he was heir to a billion Euro fortune. 

His new ageing father had lost his mind and spent his days on a respirator. 

"The food tastes different," complained Lavoisier. "I miss my wrinkles. They gave my face some 
character." He looked in the mirror. "I feel like a mannequin." 

"WHY MUST YOU ALWAYS COMPLAIN!" insisted Estelle who was called Mimi now. 

"I did not want this deal, my superiors did! I WAS JUST FOLLOWING ORDERS!! Now I am a 
mannequin." 

"Avery rich one," insisted Mimi. 

"I don't care for money. I want job satisfaction! !" 

"You are like a spoiled child!!" shouted Mimi. 

"Am I? Well you find four hundred souls for the next offering. DO YOU WANT TO DO THIS?" 

Mimi lifted her nose in disdain. "These details bore me!" she shouted and walked out of the 
bedroom. 

"Exactly! You expect me to figure it out! !" 



Lavoisier Has Lunch 



In one of the most exclusive restaurants in Paris, Lavoisier had lunch with Mr Bennett who had 
organized the original deal on immortality. 

After dinner they shared a cheeseboard over some vintage wines. 

"So how are you finding immortality?" asked Bennett. 

"It's just another job except this one never ends," griped Lavoisier. He gave Bennett the flight he 
had picked for the next offering. 

"Why this flight?" asked Bennett. 

"Why not," replied Lavoisier. 

"I checked out the manifest. Many of them are quite old and infirm." 

Lavoisier just shrugged his shoulders. "I'll be on board with them to manage the situation when 
your people arrive." 

"Good," said Bennett. 

"I also have some questions and requests," insisted Lavoisier. 
"Go ahead," said Bennett. 

"I would like to opt out of immortality. It's not for me," said Lavoisier. 
"What makes you think that?" 

"Well I am a religious man and I think you are the devil," said Lavoisier. 

However Bennett just smiled. "On the contrary I am just a travelling salesman." 

Lavoisier clasped his hands together. "I think that is what the devil might say." 

"Look my good man. If someone offers you immortality then even a fool knows there's no such 
thing as a free lunch." Bennett finished his meal. 

Lavoisier sat back disdainfully ready to pay the bill. 

"Don't worry," said Bennett. "I've got it. Lunch is on me," he said and smiled in a pleasantly evil 
way. 



Mimi 



Lavoisier was working on his missing plane plan when there was a knock on the door to his 
penthouse suite. 

He opened the door and saw a maid standing there with a feather duster. 
"I don't need my room cleaned," he said. 

However the maid just rubbed his nose with the duster and he pushed it away. 

"IT'S ME!!" said Mimi. 

"Mimi?" said Lavoisier who looked exhausted. 

She smiled and nodded and did a twirl. 

"YOU HAVE TO STOP THIS!" insisted Lavoisier. "I have to plan the missing plane." 

However Mimi ignored him. "What do you think?" 

"Bodies are not like shoes Mimi! ! You can't keep changing them! !" 

However she put on a sad face. 

"But the last body I had was sooo boring. I want us to do something fun!" she said perking up. 

"What now?" Lavoisier folded his arms. 

"I want to see the dinosaurs in my new body." 

Lavoisier raised his hands. "But that's sixty five million years ago!" 

"I WANT TO SEE THE DINOSAURS NOW!" she screamed and stomped her feet. 



Church 



Lavoisier stood outside the Notre Dame Cathedral and looked up at the gargoyles. 
His spirits were low. 

He walked inside and found a quiet part of the Church and talked to God in his mind but was 
interrupted by Mimi. 

"You're missing the party," she said. 

"How did you find me? Are you paying someone to follow me?!" replied Lavoisier. 
She didn't reply to the accusation. "I'm worried about you. We all are." 

"I have finished the plan," said Lavoisier. "But I have a conscience and I have reached my limit. I 
need to talk with God." 

"Come to the party!" she said, "they all want to talk with you about the plan." 
Lavoisier exhaled. 

"I need five minutes to make my peace," said Lavoisier. 

"Ok," said Mimi and she just sat there but he looked at her, scowling. 

"I need to be alone," he replied. 



The Hotel And The Plane 



Lavoisier walked into the function room of the hotel that the immortals owned. 
Those who had made the deal sat at their various tables. 

At one table the American immortals argued over who would be the next president in coded 
language while at the Russian immortals table they they just sat and drank vodka having figured out 
a plan to keep switching the role between them. No opposition would be allowed whether mortal or 
immortal to their plan. 

Lavoisier joined the European contingent who were explaining how many different bodies that they 

had switched between and how they had disposed of their opponents on various time lines. 

In a bored fashion Lavoisier just sighed and raised his eyes a little and went up to the bar to order a 

drink. 

The barman's hand was shaking as he poured the Pernod. 
"Why does your hand shake? Are you afraid of me?" he asked. 

"Non Monsieur," he replied. The barman shook his head and explained how he had suffered nerve 
damage in an accident as a teenager. 

Lavoisier nodded understanding^/ and then shook the hand of the barman whose shaking hand 
magically disappeared. 

Then the barman then looked quizzically at the customer and asked. 

"Do I know you sir?" The barman spoke like he had met Lavoisier many years before. 

Lavoisier smiled and shook his head. "I have a common face," smiled Lavoisier and he took his 

drink. 

He rejoined the table and explained the plan he had been working on. 

"I will be on an Air France plane over the Atlantic ocean," explained Lavoisier. "I will be on board 
with Bennett where we will organize the transfer. The quota will be reached." 
The European contingent clapped and cheered and more bottles of Champagne were opened. 
Nobody there wanted to be European president. 

Air France Flight, The Middle of the Atlantic Ocean 

Bennett sat behind Lavoisier when the transatlantic flight was over the middle of the Atlantic 
Ocean. 

The giant storm which had appeared from nowhere engulfed the plane and the seat belt sign came 
on. 

Then for a moment, the plane seemed to freeze in mid air as if it was no longer in the sky. 
Outside the plane it looked like they were in some kind of a hangar on board a space craft. 
Lavoisier stood up. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, do not be afraid! For those who are chosen I can assure you that no harm 
will come to you." 

However, his words just made things worse as people went ballistic and began screaming and 
shouting with fear. 

"I told you it wasn't a good idea, old man," said Bennett. 
Lavoisier gave a Gallic shrug. "Well I tried," he said. 

Those who had been chosen suddenly disappeared and stood outside the plane. 

The remainder who stayed on board found that the plane suddenly reappeared in the storm and it 

crashed head first into the sea with all lives lost. 

The plane sank to its watery grave. 

By this time, Bennett and Lavoisier were already back in Paris. 

"The first offering is always the hardest," said Bennett. 

He placed his hand on Lavoisier's shoulder in an understanding manner. 

"Get your hands off me you stinking Englishman," said Lavoisier shrugging it off. 



He finished his drink and stood up. 

However Bennett just looked at Lavoisier in a calm Anglo-Saxon way. 
"I understand," said Bennett. 

"No you don't," replied Lavoisier and he went out into the Parisian rain. 



The Special Request 



"What's wrong?" asked Lavoisier. 

"I'm bored," said Mimi. "I'm tired of this body." 

"But you only got it last week!" he said. 

"I know what the problem is," said Mimi. "I need TWO bodies! I need to keep myself company." 
"But that's impossible!" said Lavoisier. 

"I WANT TWO BODIES," screamed Mimi. "OR I WILL NEVER SPEAK TO YOU EVER 
AGAIN!!" 

It was hard for Lavoisier to admit it but he really needed Mimi. She reminded him of the life he 
once had. 

"Ok, I will call Bennett." 
And he did. 

Lavoisier explained his request. 
Bennett paused. 
"Two eh?" he said ponderously. 
"Yes," replied Lavoisier. 

"That's a special request," said Bennett. "It's not part of the contract." 

"But you said we could ask for specials at a price," replied Lavoisier. 

"Hang on let me call my people and see what the price is for two bodies for Mimi." 

Lavoisier waited anxiously as he was put on hold. 

Music from the band Abba played while he waited and then Bennett clicked back on. 
"Ok Old Man," said Bennett. "It can be done." 
"How much?" asked Lavoisier. 
"Fifteen thousand," said Bennett. 

"FIFTEEN THOUSAND?! Are you crazy! ! Where will I get that amount of people?" 

"It's not my problem old fellow. Look, you have time travel and you were a general once. They 
don't all need to be alive. Some can be fresh from the morgue or fatally injured. Figure it out. 
Fifteen thousand." 

Bennett clicked off. 



Elba 



February 26th 1815 
Elba 

Lavoisier appeared in Napoleon's cell in Elba and saluted the former Emperor. 
"Who are you?" asked Napoleon. 

"I am Lavoisier. I met you in Egypt. I am here to break you out!" 

Napoleon vaguely remembered Lavoisier. 

"Let us reclaim Europe Mon General!" said Lavoisier. 

And much to Napoleon's astonishment, Lavoisier broke the Emperor out of the highly guarded 
prison and returned him to France. 

June 18 1815 
Waterloo 

Lavoisier stood beside Napoleon and watched as the general threw all his forces against his 
enemies. 

"What are the casualties?" asked Lavoisier. 

"Why do you care so much about the casualties. You always ask me this! ! Protect our flank! !" 
ordered Napoleon. 

Lavoisier nodded and rode down towards the casualties counting as he went. 
The Present Time 

"Fifteen thousand as we agreed!" said Lavoisier. 

Bennett nodded. "You're getting better at this old man," he said and sipped his brandy. "The fifteen 
thousand have been retrieved by my associates and are happy. I'll arrange Mimi's bodies for 
delivery tomorrow. She has already picked them out. One other thing." 

"What?" asked Lavoisier. 

"You do realize she will drive you bonkers don't you?" advised Bennett. "She'll never be happy." 
"Of course, I would not have it any other way," said Lavoisier. 
"Cheers," said Bennett. "Rather you than me, old man." 



Turf Wars 



1912. 

The Titanic 

The Atlantic Ocean 

On board the Titanic Lavoisier who had been in first class scrambled on board his own boat with 
Bennett and watched from a distance as the ship slowly tipped forward and finally split in half. The 
lights went out and people jumped into the icy water. 

People screamed out for help in the water as they froze to death but Lavoisier and Bennett kept 
themselves warm by drinking Brandy and keeping wrapped in heavy blankets. 

"The quota is fifteen hundred this time," said Lavoisier. "Why does it keep going up? In the 
beginning it was only four hundred." 

"I don't make the rules. My employer does," said Bennett. 

"Who is your employer?" asked Lavoisier. 

"If I told you I'd have to kill you old chap," said Bennett smiling in a slightly evil fashion. 

"But I'm immortal!" replied Lavoisier. 

"Not if you know the answer to that question." 

"Well, can I even ask are they human?" asked Lavoisier. 

"This topic is strictly off bounds. Also, you're still one short," said Bennett. They were at fourteen 
hundred and ninety nine. 

They went back in. 

A young woman who was barely alive swam over to them and let out her last few breaths. 
"Please help me," she said, having almost turned blue with the cold. 

However, Lavoisier took his paddle and knocked her on the head and she sank to the cold depths 
below. 

"I am sorry, but I need to make up the numbers," explained Lavoisier. 
However, Bennett got a call. 
"Yes, this is Bennett," he said. 
Lavoisier looked on. 

"Another immortal you say?" he muttered. "Where?" 

He looked around him and a man in another boat waved to them. 

"I see. All right, an even split then." 

He nodded and clicked off. 

"What is it?" asked Lavoisier. 

"There was another immortal from the US on board as well old chap. He sabotaged the steering 
mechanism and is claiming half the souls. You both had the same plan." 

"But I drugged the crew and steered towards the ice berg!!" 



"I quite understand but you are in American Territory now and you're up against some competition." 
Angrily Lavoisier stood up in the boat and screamed at the other boat. 

"You stinking Americans. We give you freedom and all you give us back are deep fried doughnuts 
with sprinkles. I hate you! !" 

Bennett tried to calm Lavoisier down. 

"Steady on old chap. I've tried some of their doughnuts and they're quite good. Plus you've got an 
extension. Why don't you stick closer to home next time?" 



Terms And Conditions 



The immortals gathered in their favourite ski resort which they had booked out for the meeting. 
Bennett stood at the top of the group. 

"Ladies and gentlemen today we celebrate our anniversary and the new contract with it's new terms 
and conditions." 

Bennett had highlighted the changes to the contracts and everyone read them eagerly. 

"As you can see we now have a new high value clause. Some souls are now considered worth more 
than others." He paused as if to emphasise the point. "Considerably more." 

Lavoisier looked at the table of values and the job role. 

"Look this one is worth a million souls!" whispered Lavoisier to the two Mimis. "We would be safe 
for centuries!!" 

"Yes but look at the job title," said Blond Mimi. 

Brunette Mimi spoke up and was the more practical one. "If we had a plan, we could do it." She 
looked at her husband. "You could plan it." 

Lavoisier nodded and the wheels and cogs in his mind began to turn. 



De Gaulle 



Lavoisier sat in his South of France home and was perplexed. 

On the news channels were reports of the failed assassination attempt of President Charles De 
Gaulle. 

The shooter had been caught and placed in front of a firing squad and it was all over now. 
"I don't understand why the plan did not work," said Lavoisier. "I had every detail worked out." 
"Why don't we use time travel to fix it," said the Brunette Mimi. 
"Quiet I need to think," said Lavoisier. 

He walked towards his swimming pool and saw someone in the side of his eye. 

As he turned he saw a man in a mask holding a gun and pointing it at his head who had been hiding 
outside the property. 

Lavoisier did not have time to react. 
Darkness. 

Lavoisier woke up in a dark room that he did not recognise. 

"Where am I?" he asked. 

"You're in Belgium," said Bennett. 

Lavoisier did not recognise himself in the mirror. 

He had a new body. 

"How did I get here?" he asked. 

"You were murdered old boy by De Gaulle's people. They figured out your plan and took you out." 
Bennett smiled. "They know all about you and our deal. The game is up." 

"And Mimis?" asked Lavoisier. 

"They told De Gaulle everything and he offered them immunity. You're on your own old chap." 
Lavoisier scratched his head. "Oh this is a mess." 
"Yes it is," said Bennett. 

"But I could use time travel to fix it all," said Lavoisier. 

"Not so fast, the new terms and conditions prohibit that now. Retracing steps is prohibited," 
explained Bennett. 

Lavoisier swore. 

"Also De Gaulle wants in." 

"In how?" asked Lavoisier. 

"He's angry that he was not included in the initial contract signing after the end of the war. He 
wasn't flavour of the month with some of the allies and didn't get wind of it." Bennett stood up. 
"Now he wants immortality but he's going to need a wing man to show him the ropes and get up to 
speed." 



"Someone like who?" asked Lavoisier. 
Bennett smiled and looked at Lavoisier. 
"You," said Bennett. 

"You're kidding?! I tried to assassinate him! !" 
"I never kid," said Bennett. 



Exceeding Expectations 



Algerian Independence 
1962 

Marseilles 

Lavoisier sipped coffee with Bennett in Marseilles. 

Boat loads of French were leaving newly independent Algeria after a bloody struggle. 
"How did we do this time?" asked Lavoisier. 
"The quota has been met," said Bennett. 

"It's a formula, isn't it?" said Lavoisier. "The reason why the quota keeps going up. Eventually we 
won't be able to meet it. You were lying when you said we had immortality. We're just renting it," 
commented Lavoisier. 

"It's all a matter of perspective," said Bennett cryptically. 
"How did you get this job?" wondered Lavoisier. 
"I was promoted," he replied, "just like in any job." 
"So I could be promoted?" inquired Lavoisier. 
"Possibly, if you play your cards right." 
"How?" wondered Lavoisier. 

"It's too early in the game," replied Bennett. "I was a planner just like you. They shoe horned me 
into the job and I was expected to meet all the numbers while they all enjoyed immortality - until it 
ended of course." 

Lavoisier lit up with interest. "Tell me one of your jobs!" 
Bennett sat back and smiled. 

"There were so many," he said. "More than I care to remember." 
"Just one!" 

Bennett lit up a cigarette and looked at his match as it burned down. 
He looked at Lavoisier giving him a clue. 
"A match?" wondered Lavoisier. 

Bennett shook his head. "No old man, I set fire to a whole city. The great fire of London in 1666." 
Bennett blew out the match. 

"Anyway, I think you're missing the point about what we can really achieve. You're working inside 
the system. Why don't you think outside the box." 
"I don't understand," said Lavoisier. 

"You have the power to overthrow governments old chap. Look at China and Russia. They have 
communist governments now. There's no opposition. In a system like this, you can do whatever 
you bloody well want. There's no free press. You can intern people by the millions and they won't 
be able to do a damn thing about it. You won't have any problem making the quota," explained 
Bennett. 

"You want me to overthrow the government of France!" Lavoisier sat back in shock. In a strange 

way it appealed to him and in another way he was appalled. 

"I want immortality but I love France more," admitted Lavoisier. 

Bennett smiled. "I thought you might say that." He paused. "But give it some thought. You might 

change your mind later." 

They finished their dinner. 

"Have you given any thought to your next quota?" 

Lavoisier nodded. 

"It's a choice between the Devil's Island and French Indochina," replied Lavoisier eating some Foie 
Gras. 

He wiped his lips with a napkin. 

"But I still want to try a million soul hit." Lavoisier sipped some wine and smiled widely. "I have a 



very cunning plan." 

They clinked their glasses together. 

"If you can make a million soul hit," said Bennett, "I guarantee I will recommend you for a 
promotion old chap." 



Happy Birthday Lavoisier 



The two Mimis celebrated Lavoisier's birthday. 

Blond Mimi brought over the cake in her low cut dress and Brunette Mimi lit the candles. 

Then Blond Mimi sang happy birthday to Lavoisier in a super sexy way. 

Practical and much more intelligent Brunette Mimi took a large camera and took a picture of the 
two of them. 

The flash of the light bulb was so bright, Lavoisier could almost not see for a moment but then 
Blond Mimi sat on his lap and kissed him. 

"Have you figured out the Million soul plan yet?" asked Brunette Mimi. 

She cut some cake with a long sharp knife but looked angrily at Blond Mimi on Lavoisier's lap 
feeling jealous. 

"No I have not figured out the plan yet but I do know this," he said, eating some cake. 

"Whatever plan I come up with, it will be very cunning." 

Brunette Mimi smiled in a contented way and then put down the sharp knife. 

"Je suis tres content," said Lavoisier as Brunette Mimi also started to kiss him. 



Guillotine 



January 21 

Paris 

1793 

In the Parisian brothel, Lavoisier stormed into Bennett's room holding a basket. 
He pulled the head out of the basket. 

"I demand my one million souls!" shouted Lavoisier showing the head of Louis XVI. 
"Bloody well knock the next time will you," said Bennett pulling up his trousers. 
"Well?" asked Lavoisier acting like the head of Louis was a golden ticket. 

"I used to party with Louis, did you know that?" said Bennett. He drank a mouthful of wine. "This 
revolution is a bloody awful mess." 

"I WANT MY MILLION SOULS! !" demanded Lavoisier. 

"No can do old chap," said Bennett coolly. 

"Why not??" replied Lavoisier. 

"All you did was capture him at the border and have him sent back to Paris. His head was chopped 
off more by fate than by your careful planning." 

Lavoisier threw his hands apart. "What must I do? Pull the lever of the Guillotine?" 

"Might have been an idea actually. I could have put a good word in for you but you need to be 
more hands on old chap to get the one million." 

Deflated Lavoisier sat on Bennett's bed. He threw Louis' head into Bennett's lap. 
Bennett did not look angry but sad. 
"What's wrong with you?" asked Lavoisier. 

"I'm feeling a little bit under the weather that's all," he said, looking at the head. 

"You are looking emotional," commented Lavoisier. He drank some of Bennett's wine. 

"Nonsense, I am completely in control of my faculties," he replied looking at Louis some more. 

"You miss him don't you. I can tell you want to cry but your stiff upper English lip won't let you," 
said Lavoisier studying Bennett. 

"I don't get emotional about all these people, this is just a job to me." He tossed the head back into 
the basket. 

Bennett turned his face away and rubbed his cheek, hiding a tear. 

"Poppycock!" replied Bennett. "Now get out of my room and figure out a real million soul plan! !" 
he shouted. 



Houdini 



Houdini 

1912 

France 

Bennett sat in a packed French theatre with the Mimis and Lavoisier. 
They were there to see Houdini. 

"Why have you so much interest in magic?" asked Brunette Mimi. 

"I know why my plan against De Gaulle failed," said Lavoisier. "It was too easy for them to figure 
out I was behind it. You see Houdini there?" 

Blond Mimi nodded. "He broke out of the cell that Charles Guiteau, the assassin of President James 
A. Garfield was placed in - just for fun!" 

"So you want to be caught old man?" asked Bennett, looking at Houdini undergo his Chinese Water 
torture escape. 

"No, that's the point! !" said Lavoisier, keeping his voice low. "I don't want them to know I did it at 
all. I need to use magic. The best assassins use magic. They should not even realize I had anything 
to do with it." 

"Ah yes," said Bennett smiling at Blond Mimi. "The art of misdirection." He stroked her leg while 
Lavoisier was not looking. "Show but don't tell." 

Lavoisier nodded watching Houdini free himself from the water tank. "What they should see is not 
what is actually happening." 

The crowd stood up and cheered as Houdini escaped from the tank. 



Takes One To Know One 



On Devil's island near French Guiana, Lavoisier inspected the dead and dying criminals who would 
make up the new quota. 

"We have enough!" said Brunette Mimi. 

However Lavoisier was not happy. 

"What's wrong?" she asked. 

Lavoisier smoked a pipe. "My magician's plan won't work," he said. 

"Why not?" she wondered. 

They looked out onto the imposing sea. 

"Because magicians know how other magicians work. They would discover my trick and discover 
me," he replied. 

"So the million soul mission is impossible then?" said Brunette Mimi. 

"Unless we can change the country where the trick is done," said Lavoisier. "We need the other 
magicians and every one to be too afraid to speak up. They have to be made afraid to question the 
government. We need to plan some terrible events." 

"That is a lot of work," said Mimi. 

"I know but it is a million souls," replied Lavoisier. 

"So it will take some time?" asked Mimi. 

"Yes, we need to build a network of people we can trust and plan events before the million soul hit 
so the target is completely confused and the country as well." Lavoisier placed his hands over his 
eyes like he was having a headache. "Oh, this is so complicated. I don't know if I can do it," said 
Lavoisier. 

However Brunette Mimi smiled at Lavoisier. "If anyone can do it, you can!" she said and held his 
hand as the dying prisoners were dumped into the sea and mysteriously disappeared under the 
waves by hidden forces. 

Lavoisier smoke his pipe looking on. "Another quota reached," he said quietly. 



Copy Cat 



Lavoisier brought Bennett to Pinewood Studios. 

He met the people who made outdoor sets and explained his idea. 

"I want to shoot a movie of this location but the city won't let me do it because of regulations. Can 
you copy it exactly?" asked Lavoisier. 

The English set designer took a look at it. 

"I would need to travel to the location and take a few measurements discreetly," said the set 
designer. "What is your budget?" 

"Money is no problem, I just need to reproduce this location exactly for my movie," explained 
Lavoisier. The set designer nodded and wandered off and starting working on a plan. 

"What exactly are you working on?" asked Bennett who was intrigued. 

"I want to run an experiment. I want to make a movie in a place that is not really a movie in a place 
but the audience will think it is there," explained Lavoisier. 

"And what type of movie will this be?" asked Bennett. 

"For now, just some people playing in a park, later maybe something more action packed," 
explained Lavoisier. 

"You are a crafty devil," smiled Bennett enjoying the deception. 



The Battle of Dien Bien Phu 



Vietnam 
1954 

French Indochina 

The shells reined in on the fort in Dien Bien Phu while Lavoisier and Bennett sat in the bunker. 

The French were losing the battle and Bennett's cup of tea rattled against the China cup when a 
shell hit the ground. 

"Telling the general to have the battle here was a master stroke," said Bennett. "They're going to be 
pounded out of existence." 

Lavoisier nodded in a relaxed way. 

All around them screaming French organized their defences. 

"We should go now," said Lavoisier. "The frontal assault is about to begin. I claim the French 
prisoner's of war who don't make it," he said. 

"Agreed," said Bennett, estimating them to be in the thousands. 

Bennett punched his watch but it did not work. 

"Problem?" asked Lavoisier. 

"Bloody time jump machine isn't working," he complained. 

"Let me try mine," said Lavoisier. He punched his watch and disappeared back home to another 
safe time and place. 

Bennett was left alone in the bunker on his own. 

He frowned. "Bloody hell," he said as the NVA began the frontal assault on the fort and he had no 
way out. 



World War III 



Lavoisier and the two Mimis stood in the room with the survivors of World War III. 
"I miss Bennett," said Brunette Mimi. 
"Moi aussi," said Lavoisier. 

"But you got his job when the reincarnation device did not work. Did we ever find out why it did 

not work?" asked Blond Mimi. 

"No, it is still a great mystery," said Lavoisier. 

"At least you did not have to do the million soul plan, we have Bennet's job now, and it is the 
survivors job to make the quotas," said Brunette Mimi looking at the new recruits. 
"We will try to honour his memory," said Lavoisier and he spoke up to the new additions of the 
Immortality plan. 

He walked forward to the winners of World War III. 

"We have shown you our technology. This planet is yours now. Enjoy immortality but as a first 
token of good will we will need four thousand souls. After this we will look for more manageable 
numbers." 

An Asian woman stood forward. "I will work on this plan," she said in a determined fashion 
looking very organized. 

"I look forward to working with you," said Lavoisier who looked Asian now. 

Later Lavoisier brought the two Mimis to the zoo. 

He brought them to the ape exhibit, carrying some food with him. 

"Who are our employers?" asked Blond Mimi. 

"Will we ever know?" questioned Brunette Mimi. 

"I can never tell you," said Lavoisier. 

The apes in their cages looked at Lavoisier hoping for a free lunch, wondering what wonderful 
treats he was carrying in his bag. 

He met their hopeful stares, knowing more than he could say. 



